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Her disappointment would have been keener if she
had not felt so sleepy. Desperately she tried to
clear her Brain of its drowsy rhythms. Nothing
was coherent any longer. At one moment she
seemed to hear Hilda's voice saying sharply "But,
Mother, you must take prunes," and then it was
Ralph's voice in the shadows of the moonlit tent-----
and the scent of irises-----and Ralph telling her
teasingly that she was by far the most beautiful
thing in the valley-----
Suddenly she was aware that the coolies were
unduly agitated. They were gesticulating violently
and pointing towards the heaven-high peak now
looming in full austerity across the valley. The
plume of cloud was dispersing-----.   The old lady
felt that the mountain was displaying itself ro her
especial pleasure. She half sat up in the dhoolif
with excitement.
This was a supreme moment.
Nanga Parbat was visible in all its splendour.
It mesmerised her. There was no view so wonder-
ful in all the world-----and Ralph was whispering
in her ear, enchantedly and jestfully-----
" Its obliging us, my dear."
"Its terribly cold, Ralph," she answered with a
sigh.
The coolies, hearing the old memsahib's voice,
turned their glance from the sight of the majestic
peak. They saw that the old lady's eyes were no
longer fixed on the mountain. They were closed
now in a countenance serene and waxen-----